WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.         13
The dense disastrous air, To burn old falsehood bare And give the wind its ashes heaped and hoary ;
Love, that with eyes of ageless youth Sees on the breast of Freedom borne her nursling Truth.
8.
For at his birth the sistering stars were one
That flamed upon it as one fiery star; Freedom, whose light makes pale the mounting sun,
And Song, whose fires are quenched when Freedom's
are. Of all that love not liberty let none
Love her that fills our lips with fire from far To mix with winds and seas in unison
And sound athwart life's tideless harbour-bar